IN LOVING MEMORY OF 
HUGH MILLAR 
DIED 2nd DECEMBER, 1978 


Hymn 


Crimond 


The Lord’s my Shepherd, PI not want; 
He makes me down to lie 

In pastures green; He leadeth me 
The quiet waters by. 


My soul He doth restore again, 
And me to walk doth make 

Within the paths of righteousness, 
Ev’n for His own name’s sake. 


Yea, though I walk in death’s dark vale, 
Yet will I fear none ill; 

For Thou art with me, and Thy rod 
And staff me comfort still. 


My table Thou hast furnishéd 
In presence of my foes; 

My head Thou dost with oil anoint, 
And my cup overflows. 


Goodness and mercy all my life 
Shall surely follow me, 

And in God’s house for evermore 
My dwelling-place shall be. 


Hymn 


O Love that wilt not let me go, 
I rest my weary soul in Thee: 
I give Thee back the life I owe, 
That in Thine ocean depths its flow 
May richer, fuller be. 


O Light that followest all my way, 

I yield my flick’ring torch to Thee: 
My heart restores its borrow’d ray, 
That in Thy sunshine’s blaze its day 

May brighter, fairer be. 


O Joy that seekest me through pain, 
I cannot close my heart to Thee: 
I trace the rainbow through the rain, 
And feel the promise is not vain 
That morn shall tearless be. 


O Cross that liftest up my head, 
I dare not ask to fly from Thee: 
I lay in dust life’s glory dead, 
And from the ground there blossoms red 
Life that shall endless be. 


Hymn 


Love Divine, all loves excelling, 

Joy of Heav’n, to earth come down, 
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling, 

All Thy faithful mercies crown. 


Jesu, Thou art all compassion, 
Pure unbounded love Thou art; 
Visit us with Thy salvation, 
Enter every trembling heart. 


Come, Almighty to deliver, 
Let us all Thy grace receive; 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more Thy temples leave. 


Thee we would be always blessing, 
Serve Thee as Thy Hosts above; 

Pray, and praise Thee, without ceasing, 
Glory in Thy perfect love. 


Finish then Thy new creation, 
Pure and spotless let us be; 
Let us see Thy great salvation, 
Perfectly restored in Thee. 


Changed from glory into glory, 
Till in Heav’n we take our place, 
Till we cast our crowns before Thee, 
Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 


